LENA
"I love you," and covered her mouth with his wet lips,
smelling of tobacco. She sprang up and pushed him away
with such force that his malaria-wasted form struck
against the door.
"Drastic/5 he said, after a short silence.
She rose, drew herself up, clenched her little fists,
then with a quick light step went past him and out of
the door, without vouchsafing him another glance,
Back in her own room, she rinsed out her mouth. But
that was not enough for her. She proceeded to clean her
teeth. She felt as though she had swallowed something foul.
And then love came.
There had never been such love.
"Kiss me. ..."
Nobody had ever kissed her like that.
"Sleep, little one. Is my arm comfortable round you?"
Who had ever been cared for like that?
"Kiss me. ..."
For the first time in her life she had her own home. It
was only one room, but look at all the things it con-
tained: a wardrobe with a mirror, a nice folding table,
a writing desk, a divan and chairs! And in the kitchen
there was her cupboard with pots and pans and crockery.
And all this belonged to her, and she belonged to Danil,
Danya, Danka—the loveliest name in the world! For
twenty years she had belonged to nobody and now she
walked happily arm in arm with her lawful spouse.
She thought him quite elderly—he was already
twenty-eight. She was glad that he was not too young—
it seemed to lend weight to her too.
He loved to bring her presents—she was so pleased
and happy about every trifle. "I've never had such
shoes," she said. "And I never had such a frock." And
deeply moved he would answer: "Darling, you ought to
have a dozen frocks like that...."
Even ordinary chocolates she ate with such enjoyment
that it was pleasant to watch her.

